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Unrequited 


Hey, | hope you like this! Its my first Ficmas story ever, and | really hope | did your wish justice. 


| remember how it all started, in a dark, shitty bar in the middle of fall. A bottle of vodka and a bottle of gin 
smuggled in beneath our jackets, beer cans scattered all around our dark corner booth, his leg drunkenly 


bumping mine beneath the table as the hours passed, then finally coming to rest against it. 


| was overly aware of how warm his thigh was against mine, so alert to how he leaned against me, his walls 
down, his radiant smile on display, his ringing laugh so loud to me, booming over the music that poured hard 


and heavy from the speakers. 


Jesus, Izzy was gorgeous like this. He was gorgeous any way, not that I'd ever tell him that, or anyone for 
that matter. But with his unguarded demeanor alone, he was someone else. He was a good friend, a fellow 


trouble maker, a fucking riot to be around, and his conversations ran deep, deeper than anyone wanted to give 


him credit for. 


"He's just some smack dealer; the fuck does he know about the deeper, fancier subtleties and profundities of 
life?" 


Uh, a lot, motherfucker. You'd be surprised some of the wisdom and knowledge us gutter rats learn over the 


years of hardship. 


Gin shittily concealed in a paper bag glued itself to his lips, a cherry crimson in the blue neon beer signs. | 
cracked a joke and the suction of them broke so the clear liquid dribbled down his chin and neck, tiny 
translucent rivulets tinted pale cobalt | couldn't help but admire on his snowy skin. He laughed, unperturbed, a 


hearty, honest laugh that made my chest tingle with warmth. 


He was leaning against me, giggling with mirth, his cheeks flushed from the liquor, his hazel eyes with more 


green in them than usual. "Man, Duff, that's fucked up! Where'd you hear that?" 


"Would you believe it if | told ya | made it up?" | grinned, proud of myself for such a twisted joke. "No shit. 
Just sittin’ around the apartment one night bored as fuck and trying to entertain myself" 


Izzy's continued chuckle rumbled as he lit a cigarette, his teeth flashing around the butt. He forced out a 
plume of smoke, and a second later his head lolled on my shoulder, the grin, permanent on his face that night, 


ever present. 


"Man," he smiled, absently nuzzling his cheek to the leather on my bicep, "this's been a great night. Thanks for 


it, man. You're a good friend" 


"Yeah, no problem," | beamed in return, stiffening in more ways than one when | felt his hand come to rest 
upon my thigh with a gentle squeeze. "Fuck her, ya know? You don't need that bitch. Who the fuck does she 
think she is, doin’ ya like that?" 


"More like not doin’ me," he snorted derisively, dragging on his smoke before offering it to me. "Fuckin: been, 


like, two weeks. Shoulda known, eh?" 


Even in that two weeks | knew Izzy was gettin’ some strange elsewhere. The relationship wasn't that serious, 
so | knew he wasn't worried about it. He sure was when the bitch went through his apartment like a goddamn 
tornado, though; he was lucky she didn't throw his shit out the window and light it on fire. Turns out there's 


some crazy chicks here in LA. 
"| guess," | shrugged, my face tight with an awkward grin. | forced myself to continue the conversation, 
ignoring the fingers lazily undulating along my inner thigh. "All | know is she sounded like a shit lay, anyway. I'd 


walk by your apartment and itd sound like a bad porno, man" 


| guzzled from my nearly-depleted vodka, almost shooting it from my nose in a bray of laughter as Izzy 


zealously squealed at the top of his lungs in a perfect imitation of his former girlfriend, "Yeah, yeah, yeah! Oh 
GOD, oh GOD, oh GOD, lzzy, FUCK ME!" 


He emitted shrieks the likes of which only bats would be able to hear, those awful, breathy high-pitched 
squawks like those of a parrot being anally violated by a fucking horse. 


| joined in the mocking and it wasn't long before we both dissolved into breathless laughter, deafening 
screeches, and various barnyard animal sounds, people turning around from the bar to glare or amusedly roll 


their eyes at our obnoxious snorts, moos, clucks, and siren wails. 


We were collapsed against each other, caught between fighting for breath and getting all our uncontrollable 
giggles out, vibrating with amusement and relaxed and limp from booze and hilarity. His head was on my chest 
and his scent was utterly intoxicating. Musky leather mingled with cigarettes, paired citrusy hit from the gin, 
plus a strange hint of mint from which | couldn't identify the source. 


He lingered for a minute, his hand still on my thigh, fingers stroking, and | was suddenly uncomfortable with 
him so near. It wasn't because | didn't want him there, but it was..strange. Izzy was never overly affectionate 
with anyone besides his girlfriends no matter how fucked up he was. Izzy's lone wolf aloofness was alluring, and 
the fact that he was breaking it for the first time ever took me by surprise. 


Yet | stared down at him, at his dark hair, the black dye beginning to fade and give way to his lighter brown 
roots. His eyelashes were long and glossy, even in the dim bar light. Even from my higher vantage point his 
sculpted features were beautiful, and, without even realizing it, my arm enclosed around him. My fingertips 
plucked at the inky ends of his hair, like cool strands of silk in the smoky, hot air. Before | knew it | was 
combing through it, feeling him practically purr from where he rested on my chest..or was he moaning? Fuck, | 


couldn't tell. 


| was too fucked up. Too drunk to care, smiling to myself because he couldn't see, giving into a fantasy | 
wouldve never otherwise indulged..until the hand on my leg slid upwards and a warm palm covered my dick, 
which | hadn't been paying attention to. The motherfucker was still hard from his merest touch earlier, and | 
jerked away the second the pressure of a rub shot tingles town my spine. 


Before | could so much as stutter and try to scramble, my cheeks red and hotter than fucking hell, Izzy 


grasped my thigh and pulled me closer, that impish, intoxicated grin meeting me as his face turned upwards. 


"Why're you hard, Duff?" His eyes were glossy, his smirk growing by the second with firm gropes | was torn 
between moving to and away from. An aura of devilish playfulness surrounded him, one | only saw when he 


was on a mission to seduce some random bitch for the night. "Why're you hard, huh?" 


| attempted to hide my uncomfortable gulp, managing to come off believable with my lie, "Cause | gotta piss, 


man. 


Fuckin’ liar," Izzy snickered, slumping lower in the booth so his head lolled on my stomach. "I know how you 


feel. | see how you look at me. | do know, Duff." 
Well, /thought it was believable. 


He chuckled softly, victoriously as my dick twitched from his continued affections, my hips slightly lurching 


upwards despite my brain bitching at me to run away. 


Its not that | thought this was wrong, no. I've had my share of fun just like anyone else; who the fuck was | 
to judge? | just.while | was attracted to Izzy for some fucking reason or another, | knew how he was, too. 
Especially when he was drunk. He was fucking manipulative and good at getting what he wanted when he 
wanted, but | couldn't resist. My reluctance began to eek away as the minutes rolled on and he greased me like 


a squeaky wheel, palming my cock and cooing persuasive things in my ear. 


"Ah, c'mon, Duff," his breaths tickled my skin, his lips lightly nipping at my ear, raising goosebumps on my 

flesh, his words smooth and slick, "you know damn well you get a guy hard you can make him do anything you 
want. | know it." he kissed right below my ear, "you know it." his mouth dropped lower, sucking tenderly at the 
crook of my neck, “everyone fuckin’ knows it. We're guys. The only thing we can think about when we get hard 


is gettin’ off" 


That should've been my first red flag, but | was too distracted by the talent | hadn't expected, by the wet 
tongue lapping at my collarbones, at the teeth nibbling my throat, the fingers nimbly working at my zipper. 


'Itll be our secret, you know?" He dotted feathery kisses along my jaw. "Just two friends helpin' each other 


out..." 

Scratchy, callous fingers wrapped around my dick, slowly stroking, making me quietly moan and squirm to his 
touch, all thought of dignity of public indecency left behind with my shaky gasp, my head falling back, his lips 
lusciously attacking my neck. 


"No big deal. No strings." Fuck, his words were honeyed lust to my ears. "Whatcha say?" 


| was panting, my brows furrowed as | studied him, his salacious grin, his entrapping cockiness, that flush of 


drunken desire upon his cheeks. | eyed his mouth, tingling with hunger, and made the move. 
He swiftly ducked away, turning his cheek so my affection landed on thin air. 
That should've been the second red flag. 


He snickered at my disappointment, at my want, a gesture at that moment | found as cheeky and playful, not 


cruel or mocking like it truly was. | should've known then he'd always be the one to call the shots. 


Until then my hands were to myself, alternating being clenched by my sides and clutching the shitty, torn, 
tangerine naugahyde of the booth. Then his fingers gently enclosed around my wrist, moving my hand to the 


hard heat radiating in his jeans, his shining, blushed lips pursing into a soft 0 with his gentle sigh, a sound and 


expression that instantly drew me in 


"How far have you gone, Duff?" His lids and voice were heavy with lust, as my touch no longer required 


guiding. "What all have you done?" 


"|... |, uh," | felt like an idiot, horny and drunk as fuck, wanting to be alone with him, and unable to properly 


utilize my brain. "Ive, uh, you know." 


Izzy smiled, falsely lovingly, amused at how flustered | was. | thought my jeans would be too tight for him to 
slide his hand further down but he proved me wrong, gently wedging my thighs apart and ducking low beneath 
my balls, not quite hitting his mark, but without a doubt driving the point home with the massage of two 
probing fingers. "Have you ever been fucked?" 


"N-no," | shook my head, my breath hitched in my throat, my chest heaving as his lips gingerly assaulted my 


neck, slowly working their way to my ear. 
"Do you wanna be?" He whispered, suckling on the lobe. 


| shivered against my will, gasping hard the second his fingers brushed somewhere that hadn't been touched in 


so long. 


"| can make you feel so, so, good" Circles. Light, slow circles that | rode, my back arching, rising up and nearly 
knocking the table over, intrigued, wanting, my hips softly swaying. "Make you cum harder than you ever have 


before without ever, ever touching your dick" 


| should've been ashamed of the needy whine that slipped past my parted lips, but | wasn't. | could only think 
about one thing and one thing only. 


"You..you wanna get outta here?" 


A hand was in mine, my zipper left unfastened as | was dragged to the alley out back, a thrill pounding wildly in 


my heart, an untold fantasy about to come to fruition 


| was confused the second he pushed down on my shoulders, and hard, icy gravel harshly bit my bare knees 
through the rips in my jeans. | was puzzled, sure, but | thought nothing of it, especially the second the warm, 
velvety head of his cock was pressed to my lips, a lukewarm drop of his precum bitter on the tip of my 
tongue. | couldn't resist tasting him. | couldn't resist instantly taking him in, caution to the wind, happy to obey 
when his fingers tangled in my hair and turned my gaze upward with his low command, "Look me in the eyes 


as you suck me off, motherfucker. 


That chilly autumn right was the beginning of something that didn't go the way l'd planned. | didn't get off that 
night, and | should've paid attention to how he gently stroked my face as | sucked his softening cock, his strong 


taste thick upon my tongue, my aching dick twitching, ignored in my hand. 


He smirked that trademark sideways grin, his touch falsely doting as he stared down at me, his eyes heavy 
with release, his teeth almost glowing in the dim light of the alley. "Thank you, darlin’. I'll catch you next time." 


It became a game. 


| craved his attention. | craved his company. | craved the kisses he wouldn't give me, and | yearned for his 
company those nights he wasn't with me. When | was alone | was desperate for his companionship, and when | 
was with him | was hungry for more which he wouldn't give, alert to my feelings, not warning against them, 


but certainly not indulging them. 


He'd give me just enough affection, just enough soft touches, sweet kisses that always avoided my lips, that 
kept me coming back for weeks. He made quick work of getting me where he wanted, saying the right things, 
greasing my wary wheels, taking me places I'd never been, opening the world of a new side of sensuality to me, 
persistent, patient, but above all at arm's length, unwilling to say the things | would, to dote, to be intimate 
beyond a physical level. And | was fucking dying for it, for that deeper, profound connection 


After weeks of work on his part and nervousness on mine the first time was gentle. So, so gentle. And he lived 


up to his promise: | came harder than | ever had in my life, so much so | broke a vow I'd made to myself. 


In the midst of delirium, my eyes rolled, my back arched, the first cock ever inside me repeatedly stroking 


some place that made me burn and tingle and shake, | cried out, "I love you! Fuck! | fuckin’ love you, Izzl" 
Then began the comments. The snide snips, the nasty looks, and | figured the gossip behind my back. 


Our rendezvous continued, sure, but they became shorter. More impersonal. He'd show up at my place for 


instance, picking the lock and waiting for me, naked and hard on the couch. 


“Bout time you got here," he'd mumble around his cigarette, jutting his jaw to me. "Get naked Hands and knees. 


Now. 


At first | gave in, trying to avoid confrontation, but then | started to get pissed. It had evolved from 
something fun, something that wasn't too bad if | put my feelings on the back burner, but as soon as | fucked 
up | became nothing more than a fuck toy, a living fucking cum Dumpster. 


Sure, he was happy as fuck to let me lick his ass and finger him, but he'd never let me top him. All he wanted 


was a submissive little hole to fuck, and he knew | wouldn't turn him away. 


Until | was tired of being used and knowing it, that is. | was tired of those comments, of the times I'd try to 
sneak a kiss only to be shut down, literally pushed away with a hand to my face, my heart crushed, my bed 
empty, my heart cold. | didn't see the beauty in his hazel eyes anymore. Just contempt. 


| didn't know what | was thinking, getting into that situation when | knew better. | knew | had feelings. | knew 
what | felt and what he was looking for. 


"No strings." 
Duff, you fuckin’ dipshit 


| concealed it, though. | shoved down my hurt, my anger, for a while, then finally made the decision to cut him 


off. 
That was the wrong choice, apparently. 


"You're a fucking man, Duff. What? You can't separate sex from your feelings? Not my fucking fault, why 
should | have to suffer?" 


"Well, there's plenty of bitches out there for you to fuck, Izz. Go find ‘em and leave me the fuck alone.” 


"You knew what this was when it began, motherfucker. Stop being a fuckin’ tit. Big deal, | don't love you. So 
what? That means we can't fuck anymore? That's a load of shit” 


"Then just fuckin’ stop. Fuck off. | don't want it anymore and l'm sick of it! I'm fuckin’ done, zz. Done. Stop 
fuckin’ callin’, stop fuckin’ breakin’ into my place and waiting for me like goddamn Jack the fuckin’ Ripper, and 


leave me the hell alone! I'm said done!" 
Smoke flared from his nose like a furious dragon at that. 


"Fine." He flicked his cigarette at me, the cherry of it burning my bare chest through the unfastened buttons 
of my shirt. "I don't fuckin’ need you, anyway.” 


| didn't need him, either. | could be heartbroken and drink myself into oblivion on my own, thank you very 
fucking much. Fuck Izzy. Fuck his manipulation. Fuck his cool demeanor that had drawn me in. Fuck his need for 


no one. 


But then there was rehearsal, and | while walking through the room to my rig | heard, murmured between he 


and Axl, "Yeah, it's all fuckin’ fun and games until someone catches feelings. Just like a bitch." 
From the corner of my eye | saw a smirk, a condescending, provoking little half-grin as he glanced my way. 


That was it. It was fucking it for me. A rage the likes of which | hadn't felt since school bullies consumed me 
like a red fury, an all-encompassing wave that dredged up months of shoved down anger, of hurt feelings, of 
unrequited love, of laying there like a fuck doll, saying the things he wanted, of stroking his ego exactly as he 
asked, of him being tender, making me think there was a chance, then turning around and lashing back like a 


beaten dog boiled over, and my vision nearly blacked. 


| spun on a dime, my legs so long it only took three strides to cross the small room. My fist was against his 
jaw then he was on the floor, dazed, shaking his head before his teeth bared and he popped back up, reaching 
down to his boot and yanking forth a knife. 


‘Izzy, what the fuck!" Three collective, alarmed throats yelled. 


Two people were on me, pulling me back, and a flash of red was before me, shoving Izzy against the wall, as 
unafraid as | was of the weapon clenched in his fist. 


"Let him go, Ax!" | snarled and wrenched against Steven and Slash, dragging them with me as they tried to haul 
me backwards across the room. "Let him fuckin’ go so | can take that knife from him and kill him my goddamn 


selfl" 


"Fuck you, you fuckin’ pussy!" Izzy spat, just as easily fighting Axl's hold, a crazed grin on his face. "You knew 
what it was! Not my fault you went fuckin’ soft and can't take a goddamn bit of friendly gossip." 


A roar tore from my throat and fists clamped down harder on my arms, fingers digging into my flesh so hard 
| knew bruises would form. "You knew! You knew damn good and well how | felt and you kept on! You were 
happy to drag it out so long as you could get off any fucking time you wanted! You're nothing but a selfish, 
manipulative motherfucker and | fucking hate you for it!" 


| vaguely registered frantic, confused voices murmuring in a frenzy, "What? What the fuck's going on? Slash, 


did you know anything about this?" 

"Dude, | didn't know shit; they didn't tell me anything. Duff! Come on, man, you need to calm down!" 

‘Izzy, lzzy, dude, chill the fuck out. Put the fuckin’ knife down, man, please." 

"Duff, hey, are you listening?" 

‘Iz... Axl, fucking do something!" 

"The fuck do you want me to do?! This is between them, not me!" 

Izzy cackled disdainfully at my comment, his eyes flaring, his grin maniacal. "Aww, is that supposed to hurt my 
little feelings? You sure didn't hate me when | had you squirming and screaming my name a few weeks ago, 
begging me to fuck you harder like a needy little bitch! The fuck was your hatred then?!" 

My heart felt as if it were squashed beneath a fiery boulder, my veins coursing with searing rage. | broke 


free from my captors and Axl wisely got out of the way, Izzy's eyes opening with shock as | was suddenly on 
top of him, knocking the knife from his hands, all my rage unleashed as | pinned him down. 


Who was scared now? Who was terrified now? Who was suddenly making apologies, begging, trying to wiggle 


away and saying we could tak it out? 

Not me. Certainly not me. 

All that pity he asked for, all that mercy? 

Sorry, motherfucker. There's no give to be found here. Not even a little, teeny, tiny softness 


It was unrequited. As unrequited he had been to me, except | wouldn't be so cruel as to lead him on Or, in this 


case, as kind. 


